* e .
| We seek for one of courage tried and true,
Who knows the right, and knowing, dares

We call for wistlcm, for an earnest man,
WWith faith In !l his acts, to lead the van,
Too long have vice and ignorance held
. Bway—

‘We call for viriue now to lead the way;
For hionesty sincere. whate'er befall—
Our leader whall respect the rights of all
The truth unfettered he shall aye maln-

tain—
God's chariot onward rolls, resistance valn.
‘When shill the brave, the wise, the true
and just
Afarch ever on to conquer pelf and Just®
To conquer selflsh aims and wiet'ry win
O’er all the hosts of wrong, the woes of
win?
The foe ls here, and there, 8 everywhere;
O for the man of might to do and dare!

Thus eried a poul amid the sin and strife

Of this great world: he, but a type of 1ife.

e thought gome other might the battle
win,

Some otllier overthrow the hosts of min.

But hark! comesz through the clouds o
stern reply:

“O timid one, wouldst thou the confiict
fiy?

The trulh shall trizmph, go thou, join the
van,

Yngage the foe till death—thou art the
man!**
—Oscar B. Emith, In N. Y. Observer.
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BY STANLEY J. WEYMAN.

" COAPTER IX.—COSTISUED.

1 read the hesitation of the gang in
their faces; and when one asked rough-
1y who we were, 1 replied with greater
boldness: *“1 am Anne de Caylus,
nephew of the Vicomte de Caylus, gov-
erndr, under the king, of Bayonne and
the Landes!"™ This 1 said *vith what
majesty [ could. “And these”—1 con-
tinued—*are ‘my brothers. You will
harm us at your peril, gentlemen.  The
vicomte, believe me, will avenge every
hair of our heads."”

I can shut my eyes now and see the
stupid wonder, the balked ferocity of
those gaping faces. Dull aand savage
as the men were they were impressed;
they saw reason indecd; and all seemed
going well for us when some one in the
renr  shonted: “Cursed whelps!
Mirow them over!™

I looked swiftly in the direction
whence the voice came—the darkest
corner of the room—the corner by the
shattered window. [ thought 1 made
out a slender figure, cloaked and
masked—a woman's it might be, but I
could not be certaln—and heside it a
couple of sturdy fellows, who kept
@part. from the herd and well behind
their fuglemen.

The spenker's cournge rose no doubt

from his position at the back of the
roomn. for the foremost of the assailants
seemed less determined. We were only
rhre:  and we must have gone down,
wrrieade and all, before a rush. Bat
three are three. And an arquebuse—
Croisette’s mateh burned splendidly—
well londed with slugs is an ugly
weapon at five paces, and makes nasty
wounds, besides scattering its charge
fumously. This, a good mdny of them,
und the leaders in particular, seemed
to recoguize. We might eertainly take
two or three lives: and life is valuable
to its owner when plunder- is afoot.
Hesides most of them hud common
sense enongh to remember that there
were scores of Huguenots — genuine
lLieretics—to be robbed for the killing.
50 why gooutof the way, they rensoned,
to cut o Catholic throat, ani perhaps
get into trouble! Why risl Montfou-
con for a whim? and offend a man of in-
fluence like the Vicomte de Caylus, for
nothing!

Unfortunately at this ciisis their
original design was recalled to their
minds by the same voice behind erying

L out: “Pavannes! Where is Pavannes?"

“Ay!" shouted the butcher, grasping
the idea, and at the same time spitting
on his hands and taking a fresh grip of
the ax, “Show us the heretie dog, und
go! Let usathim.”

*M. de Favannes,” 1 said coolly—but
1 could not take my eyes off the shining
biade of that man’s ax, it was so very
broad and sharp—*is not here!"

“That is u lie! Ile is in that room
behind you!"™ the prudent gentleman
in thé background culled out. “Give
him up!"™

“Ay, give him up!™ echoed the man
of the pole-ax almost good-humoredly,
“ar it will be the worst for you. Letus
have at him and get you gone!™

This with an air of much reason,
while o growl as of a chained beast ran
through the crowd, mingled with dries
of “A mort les Huguenots! Vive Lor
raine!"—cries which seemed to show
that all did not approve of the indlu
gente offered us.

“Beware, gentlemen, beware,” 1
urged, “l swear he isnot here! I swear
it, do you hear?”

A howl of impatience and then o sud-
den movement of the crowd as though
the rush were coming warned me to
temporize no longer. “Stay! Stay!”
I added hastily. “Onec minute! IHear
me! You arce too many for us. Wil
you swear to let us go safe and un-
tonched, if we give you passage?”

A dozmen veices shricked nssent. But
1 looked atthe butcher only, He secemed
to be an honest man, out of his profes-
sion.

“Ay, 1 swear it!" he eried with a
nod.

“By the Mass?"

“By the Muss.™ §

I twitched Croisette’s slceve, and he
tore *he fuse from his weapon, and
flung the gun—too heavy to be of use
to us longer—to the ground. It was
done in a moment. While the mob
swept over the barricade, and smashed
the rich furniture of it in wanton
malice, we filed aside, and nimbiy
slipped under it one by one. Then we
hurried in single file to the end of the
Foom. no one tnking.mu;:h notice o:hnr.
All were pressingz on, intent on their
prey.  We gained the door as the
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which we had guarded—on that which
we had given up. We sprang down the
stairs with ‘bounding hearts, heard as
we reached the outer door the roar of
many voilces, but stayed not to look be-
hind—paused indeed for nothing. Fear,
to speak candidly, lemt us wings. In
three secondswe bad leapt the prostrate
gates, and were in the street. A
cripple, with two or three dogs. a knot
of women looking timidiy yet curions-
ly, in o horse tethered to the strap—we
saw nothing else. No one stayed us
No one raised a hand, and in another
minute we had turned a corner, and
were out of sight of the house.

“They will take a gentleman’s woril
another time,” 1 said with n guietsmile
as I put up my sword.

“I would like to see her face at this
moment,” Croisette replied. “Yon saw
Mme. 4’02

1 shook my head, not answering. 1
was not sure, and I had a queer, sicken-
ing dread of the subject. If I had seen
her, I had seen—oh! it was too horrible,
too unnatural! Her own sister! Her
own brother-in-law!

I hastened to change thie subject.
“The Pavannes” 1 made shift to say,
“must have had five minutes® start.”

“More,” Croisette answered, “if ma-
dame and he got away at once, if all
has gone well with them, and they have
not been stopped in the streets, they
should be at Mirepoix’s by now. They
scemed to be pretiy sure that he would
take them in.”

“Ah!" I sighed. “What fools we were
1o bring madame from that place! If
we had not meddled with her affairs
we might have reached Louis long ango—
our Louis, I mean.”

“True,” Croisette answered, softly:
“but remember that then we should
not have saved the other Louis—as 1
trust we have. He would still be in
Pallavicini’s hands. Come, Anne, let us
think it is all for the best,”” he added.
his face shining with a steady conrage
ithat shamed me. *“To the rescue!
Heaven will help us to be in time yet!"”

“Ay, to the rescue!” I replied, catch-
ing his spirit. “First to the right, I
think, second to the left, first on the
right again. That was the direction
given us, was it not? The house oppo-
site a book shop with the sign of the
Head of Erasmus. Forward, boys! We
may do it yet.”

Iut before 1 pursue our fortunes
farther let me explain. The room we
had guarded so jealously was empty!
The plan had been mine und I was
proud of it. For once Croisette had
fallen into his rightful place. My flight
from the gate, the vain attempt to close
the house—these were ull designed to
draw the assaflants to onespot. Pavan-
nes and his wife—the latter hastily dis-
guised as a boy—had hidden behind
the door of the huteh by the gates—
the porter's huteh, and had slipped out
and fled in the first confusion of the at-
tack.

For the servants, as we lenrned aft-
erwards, who had hidden themselves
in the lower part of the house, got away
in the smne manner, though some of
them—they were but few in all—were
rtopped as Huguenots and killed be-
fore the day ended. I had the more
reason to hope that Pavannes and his
wife would get clear off, inasmuch us
1 had given the doke's ring to him, |
thinking it might serve him in a strait,
zud believing that we would have little
to fear ourselves. once clear of his
liouse; unless we should meet the vi-
dume indeed.

We did not meet him, as it turned
cut; but before we had traversed a
quarter of the distance we had to go
we found that fears based on reason
were not the only terrors we had to re-
sist. Pavannes' house, where we had
hitherto been, stood at some distance
from the center «f the blood storm
which had enwrapped unhappy Paris
that morning., It was sevéral hundred
paces from the Rue de Bethisy where
ithe nadmiral lived, and what with
his comparative remoteness and the ex-
citement of ourlittlk drama, we had not
attended much to the fury of the bells,
‘he shots and cries and uproar which
proclaimed the state of the city., We
had not pictured the scenes which were
Liappening so near. Now in the streets
the truth broke upon us, and drove the
blood from our cheeks. A hundred
vards, the turning of a corner, sufiiced.
We who but yesterday lelt the country,
who only a week before were boys,
careless as other boys, not recking for
death at all, were plupging now into
the midst of horrors I cannot describe.
And the awful contrast between the
sky above and the things above us!
Even now the lark was singing not for
from us; the sunshine was striking
the topmost stories of the houses: the
lieecy clouds were passing overhead,
the freshness of a summer morning
was—

Ah! where was it! Not here in the
narrow lanes, sure!y, that cchoed and
reechoed with shrieks and eurses
and frantic prayers; in which bands of
inrious men rushed up and down, and
where archers on the guard and the
more cruel rabble were bieaking in
deoors and windows, and huirying with
bloody weapons from house to house,
seeking, pursuing, and at last killing
ingsome horrid corner, some place of
darkness—killing with blow on blow
dealt on writhing bodies! Not here,
surely, where eoch minute a child, a
woman died silently, a mén snarling
like a wolf—happy if he had snatched
his weapon and got his back to the
wall; where foul corpses dammed the
very blood that ran down the kennel,
and children — little children — played
with them!

I was at Cnhors in 1580 in the great
street fight; and there women were
killed. I was with Chatillon nine years
later, when he rode through the Fau-
bourgs of Paris, with this very day
und his father Coligny in his mind,
and gave no gquarter. I was at Coutras
and Ivry, and more than once have scen
prisoners led out to be piked in batches
ay. and by hundreds! Butwar is war,
and these were its vietims, dying for
the most part under Lod's heaven with
arms in their hands; not men and wom-

cn fresh roused from their sleep. I

felt on those occasions no such horror,
I have never felt such burniog pity and
indignation as on the morning 1 am
describing, that long-past summer
morning when I first saw the sun shin-
ing on the streets of Puris. Croisette
clung to me, sick and white, shutting
his eyes and ears, and letting me guide
him as I would. Marie strode slong on

that a stouter or more reckless blade
mnever swaggered in church or street,
T kmnew him instantly, and even the
eroew of the butchers scemed to see in
him their master. They flung back a
few curses at him, but having nothing
to gain they yielded. They threw down
the book with contempt — showing
thereby their sense of true religion;

the other side of him, his lips closesd
his eyes sinister. Once a soldier of the
punrd whose blood-stained hands be-
truyed the work he had done, came
reeling—he was drunk, us were many
of the butchers—across our path, and
T gave way = little. Marie did not, but
walked stolidly on as if he did not
see him, as if the way were clear, and
there were no ugly thing in God's image
blocking it.

Only his hand went as if by accident
to the haft of his dagger. Thearcher—
fortunutely for himself and for us too
—recled clear of us. We escaped that
danger. DBut to see women killed and
pass by—it was horrible! 8o horrible
that if in those moments I had had the
wishing-cap, I would have asked but
for 5,000 riders, and leave to charge with
them throngh the streets of Paris! I
would have had the days of the Jae-
qnerie back again, and my men-at-arms
behind me!

For ourselves, though the orgy was
nt its height when we passed, we were
not molested. We were stopped indeed
three times—once in ench of the streets
we traversed-—by different bands of
murderers. But as we wore the same
badges as themeelves, and eried * Vive
Ia Messe!"” and gave our names, we were
allowed to proceed. T can give no iden
of the confusion and uproar, and T
scarcely believe myself now that we
saw some of the things we witnessed.
Once a man guyly dressed, and splendid-
ly mounted, dashed past us, waving his
naked sword and erying in a frenzied
wWay: “Bleed them! Bleed them!
Bleed in May, as good to-day!™ and
never ceased erying out the same words
until he passed beyond our hearing.
Once we came upon the bodies of a
father and two sons, which lay piled to-
gether in the kennel: partly stripped
already. The youngest Loy could not
have been more than 13, I mention
this group, not as surpassing others in
pathos, but beeause it is well known
now that this boy, Jacques Nompar de
Caumont, was not dead, but lives to-
day, my friend, the Marshal de la Foree.

This reminds me too of the single nes
of kindness we were able to perform.
We foun: ourselves suddenly, on turn-
ing n corner, minid a gang of seven or
eight soldiers, who had stopped and
surrounded a handsome boy, apparent-
ly about 14. He wore ascholar’s gown,
and had some books under his arm, to
which he elung firmly—though only
perhaps by ipstinct—notwithstanding
the furious 2ir of the men who were
threatening him with death. They
were loudly demanding his name, as
we paused opposite them. He either
could not or would not give it, but said
several times in his fright that he was
going te the College of Burgundy. Was
e a Cathoiic? they cried. He was
silent. With an oath the man who had
hold of his collar lifted up his pike, and
naturally the Ind raised the books to
guard his face. A cry broke from
Croiseete. He rushed forward to stay
the bloaw.

“See! see!™ he exclaimed loudly, his
voice nrresting the man’s arm in the
very act of falling. “Ile has o mass
book! 1Ile has a mass book! Heisnot
o heretic! IHe is a Catholic!™

The fellow lowered his weapon. and
sullenly snatched the books. He looked

Fear, to speak candidly, leot us wiags.

at them stupidly with bloodshot wan-
dering eyes, the red cross on the velluin
bindings the only thing he understood.
Put it was enough for him; he bid the
boy begone, and released him with a
cufl and an oath.

Croisette was not satisfied with this,
though I did not understand his reasorn:
only I saw him exchange aglance with
the lad. *“Come, come!™ he said lightly.
“Giive him his books! Youdonotwant
them! L .

But on that the men turned savagely
upon us. They did not thank us for
the part we had already taken; and this
they thought was going too far. They
were half drunk and guarrelsome, and
being two to one, and two over, began
to flourish their weapons in our faces.
Mischief would certainly have been
done, and very guickly, had not an un-
expected nlly appeared on our side.

“Put up! put up!™ this gentleman
cried in a boisterous voice—he was al-
ready in our midst. “What is all this
about? What is the use of fighting
amongst ourselves, when there is many
a bonny throat to cut, and heaven tobe
gained by it! put up, [ say!™

“Who are youn?"' they roarcd, in cho-
rus.

“The duke of Guise!™ he answered,
coolly. “Let the gentlemen go, and be
hanged to you, you rascals!™

The man's bearing was o stronger

and tr d off roaring, “Tucz! Tuez!
Aux Huguenots!™ at the top of their
voices. :

The newcomer thus left with us was
Bure—Blaise Bure, the same who only
yesterday, though it seemed months
and menths back, and lured us into
Bezers® power. Bince that moment we
had not seen him. Now he had wiped
oit part of the debt we looked at him
rncertain whether to reproach him or
no. He, however, was not one whit
abashed, but returned our regards with
x not unkindly leer,

“I bear no malice, young gentlemen,”
he said. impudently.

*“No, I should think pot.” 1 answered.

“And besides, we are quits now,"” the
Lnave continued,

“You are very kind."” 1 said.

*“To be sure. You did me a good turn
oace,” he answered, much to my sur-
prise. He seemed to be in earnest now.
*“You do not remember it, young gentle-
mun, but it was you and your brother
Liere”—he pointed toCroisetie—"did it!
And by the popeand the king >f Spaia
[ have not forgotten it!"

“I have,” I said.

“What! Have you forgotten spitting
that fellow at Caylus ten days ago? Ca!
a2l You remiember. And very eleanly
done, too! A pretty stroke! Well M.
Anne, that was a clever fellow, a very
clever fellow. He thought so, and [
thought so, and what was more to the
purpose the most noble Raoul de Be-
zers thought so too. You understand ¥

He leered at me, and 1 did under-
rtand. [ understood that vnwittingly
I had rid Blaise Bure of arival. Thisac-
counted for the respectful, almost kind-
Iy way in whieh he had—well, deceived
us.
*That is all,” he said. *“If vou want
us much done for you let me know. For
the present, gentlemen, farewell!™

He cocked his hat fiercely, and went
oft at speed the way we had ourselves
been going. humming as he went:

* Ce petit homme tant joll,

§ul toujours cause et toufours rit,
uf toujours baise sa mignonne
ieu gard’ de mal ce perit homme!"

His reckless song eame back to us on
the summer breeze. We watched him
ruake a playful pass at a corpse which
some one had propped in ghastly fash-
ion against a door—and miss il—and go
cn whistling the same air—and then
a corner bhid him from view.

We lingered only & moment our-
selves; merely to speak to the boy we
had Lefriended.

[TO BR CcONTINUED.]

A Parishioner's Criticlsm of His Parson's
New Book.

Authors have to sunmit 1o eriticism
of all sorts. humorous and otherwise.
An amusing story is told in connection
with Dr. Macknight, n Scotch clergy-
man who was the aunthor of several
books upon religious subjects which
displayed his knowledge and studiouns
rescarch.

Among his parishioners was o black-
smith who hnd a certain dry humor, of
which he was by no means chary, This
man, while he admired and loved “his
pa'son,” thought the doctor’'s writing
learned books was & great mistake and
a sad waste of time.

One day this blacksmnith was asked
by a stranger if Dr. Macknight wes then
at the manse. “Na, na,” replied the
blacksmith with a shake of his shaggy
head, “the mon’s gone to Edinbroon a
vera useless job."

The doctor had goue off to the print-
ers with his learned aud valaable work
called “The Harmony of the Four Gos-

The stiranger _inyuired ecuriously
what the “useless job™ was which had
taken the doctor to Eidinburgh at that
time.

“Aweel,” said the blacksmith, look-
ing at his questioner sharply to see if
his nnswer met with the appreciation
it merited, “*he’s gone to mak” four men
agree wha ne'er cast out!™—Youth's
Companion.

A Senator's Call for Water.

When a senator wants a drink of
water he wants it badly. Mr. George
was talking the other day and stqpped
in his speech long enough to hurl a
command at on= of the pages:

“Bring me some water herc!™

He was talking about grass sceds,
and the subject must have been a dry
one, for before a page could reach him
the senator shouted at another:

“Give me a little water here!™

By this time the galleries, as well as
the pages, learned that the senator from
Mississippi was athirst. Still the page
did not appear. Then, in desperation,
the senator threw outhis arms in a most
pleading manner, and exclaimed:

“Is there any water about here any-
where?”

This outburst called forth a burst of
Inughter from the senate and galleries,
The senator joined in thelaugh himself
in a few minutes. - This scemed to
quench his thirst, for he didn't touch
lis glass of water for five minutes after
it reached him.—Washington Times.

All Luci.

“Ef I had your luck and you had
mine,” said Dismal Dawson to one of
his prosperous clients, *1 5" pose it would
be me helpin’ you.”

“Luck?” answered the prosperous
one. *“I made all my money by hard
work.™

“That's where the luck figgers. You
was born with a likin® for work. I
wasn't."—Indianapolis Jouraoal.

Hatioclnatlon.
Small Gertrude (five years old)—
Mamma, T quite agree with you.
Why, my child, what does
agree mean?
8. G.—When two persons think alike,
Mamma—What does disagree mean?
8. G.—When one person thinks alike,

ABOUT LOCOMOTIVES.

The Evolution of the American
Steam FEngine.

FPeteor Cooper's Crude Affalr—-Various
Other Typen in Early Use and
Their Peeunliarities—The
Modern Flyer.

- —

Althongh FPeter Cooper never built a
successful full-sized locomotive, he is
none the less entitled to the renown of
being the father of the American loco-
motive. He began building his model
on the site of the present Mount Clarc
workshops in Baltimore, in 1820, and
made several trial trips with it befors
thecloseof that year. Itwasaverycrude
machine, judged by the present stand-

!
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THE FIRST AMERICAN LOCOMOTIVE

«rd, having an upright boiler with «
single cylinder of 314 inches diameter
and a stroke of 14%; inches. Instead of
using the exhaust steam from the cyl-
iuder to produce a draught for the fire,

had u draw-bar pull of 10,266 pounds. or
enongh power for even a good-sized en-
gine of to<lay, but if the bad

of all early locomotives be added to the
friction of the toothed wheels, and the
interal and Jongitudinal play of the"
connecting rods. it may be safely in-
ferred that thé “mud digger™ class

HAYES" DUTCH WAGON,

was never able to apply more than hylf
its nominal draw-var pull.

The variety of locomotive stiil known
as the “camel back™ was first bailt by
Ross Winuns between 1850 and 1833,
These were the first 30-ton engines ever
nsed in any part of the world. * Next to
one wmudern class of engines, which
shall here be nameless, they were per-
haps the ugliest locomotives which ™
have ever been built. Yet the “camel
backs™ ecould pull trains no other
cngine built up to this time could,
and kept their scheduled time,
summer and winter, over the moun-
tain grades of the Alleghanies, and so
well buile were they that some of them
put into service 30 years ago are =tjll
pegging away, much too good to be
relegated 1o the scrap heap,

The “Dutch wagons™ were intro-

duced by Samuel J. Hayes in 1357, They
were wood-bumning engines with inside

— .
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A WINANS CAMEIL BACK.

a= in all modern locomotives, Mr. Coop-
er placed a fan, revolved by a belt from
one of the axles, in the funnel of his
dvgine. The power was applied to the

uther axle by meuns of a toothed wheel, |

The strength of the engine was one
horse-power, and attained the then ex-
traordinary rate of 18 miles an hour.
On the following January 4, 1831, the
directors of the Baltimore & Ohio Rail-
road company issued their famous offer
of $4,000 for the best locomotive which
should be delivered at their line before

A DAVIS GRASSHOPPER.

the following June 1. The winner of
this contest was Phineas Davis, who
called his engine the “York,” from
York, Pa., where it was built. It was
the first of the class known as “grass-
Loppers,” and had a vertical boiler and
rylinder. The exhaust steam revolved
s fan which in turn revolved a second
fan close to the ash pan by which air
was forced up through the fire. Under

at as high a rate of speed as 30 miles an
rour with three or four cars. and

v + second.
invorable circumstances the “York™ ran |

cylinders. As inside cylinders demaad
forged cranks on the dviving axles, and
as these crank axles are liable to frac-
ture with ¢xecssive strain or after long
use, American builders have wisely
avoided them. " -
Between the era of the “Dutch wag-
cns™ and the mammoth locomotives of |
to-day lie the classes of engines fansil-
iar to every one, because examples of
them are still to be found working on
every brunch road. But the Litest ex-
ample of engine building, ns illus-
trated by the ten-wheelsd consolidnted
passenger engines at present in use on
the B. & O. road, brings up such mag-
nificent coneentration of speed. strength
and endurance ns were never before
seen in the history of the world., Thesa
engines have six coupled wheels, six
feet six inches in dianmeter, cylinders
21x26 inches, and a steam pressure of
170 pounds to the squure inch. They
haul the Royal Bluz line trains, and on
many occasions have gope a mike in 500
seconds, while one of them hasx been
timed covering a mile in 22 seconds.
When it is borne in mind that s “horse-
power”™ really means what a very =frong
horse can lift in a minute, 1the {drce of
one of these engines will be realized
by conceiving 1.100 horses all able to
muke one mighty pull at the same mo-
ment. As to speed, ove of these en-
gines will advance at the almost in-
conceivably rapid rate of 100 feet in o
There may inventions
which may be considered mare marvel-
ous than the modern high-power loco-
molive. but surely none displays in con-

e

A MODERN FLYE

throughout the year 1832 had an aver-
ige run of S0 miles a day. It was a lit-
le later than this that the horizontal
boiler was_substituted for the vertical
one, and the nume of the engines using
‘he horizontal boilers were “crabs™ to
listinguish them from those of the
“grasshopper” class.

Ross Winans invented the projecting
journals on the axles of car wheels,
shus producing at a stroke the fric-
tion of hauling them from twelve
pounds to a fon to three pounds.

Mr. Winans' first two engines, man-
nfactured in the fall of 1536, though

WINANS MUD DIGG

sight tons each in weight, had a great-
*r drawbar pull than any of the 12-ton
ngines de by Stepl in Eng-
and. In the following years the first
f the famous “mud-diggers” was
uarred out at the Mount Clare works.
This type of engine had driving wheels
hree feet in diameter, and cylinders 17
mohes in diameter, with a 24inch
troke. Assuming that the steam pres-
mire in the boiler was 160 pounds to the

thingover
u.ud“

to the equi
B.508,

ercte result the power of man to im=
prison so mighty a force in so small 3
O ass. R H. MULLIN,

-

COST SEVEN MILLIONS.

S
Baltimore & Ohlo Receivers Issne &
Statement.

Messrs, John K. Cowen and Oscar G.
Murray were appointed receivers for
the H. & 0. rmajlroad on Fellroary 27,
1506, and since they have had charge
very ijarge sums of money buave been
expended in placing the road in first-
¢lass condition. The following is &
sintement prepared by them of expends-
tures from March 1, 1896, to February 1,
15897:

Within the past few days the receivers
have preparsd a statement of expesd]-
tures  from March 1. 1%, 1o February
1, 1897, for additions to the plant, equl
ment of the road and bettermentis =
thereon. From this statement It s learned
that a total of almost $7,000.000 have been
spent for locomotives, passenger and
freight equipment, extraordinary repairs
to equipment and expentitures made by tha
engineering department in the way of im-
provements 10 the maintenance of way,
structures, terminals, and the construc-
tion of new alignments and miscellansous
improvements. It k= shown that the bet-
terments to locomotives amount to IR~
0%; the new frelght equipment, which in-
cludes new dining other
cLrs and bettermenis, amounts o 39
t::e new freig
ihe

repalrs those already in servics,
amounted to

w
5147000, the total sorne-
o 5, N0 pew 1
the 753 locomotives which were
pment last summer cost abo
00 in round numbers. The
na . irs dm Incomotives,
egquianent an L3 ul t
S e
a H
thousand of five mill
partmen

iqiare inch, such an engine must have

fons.
t haas alag spent a great dom

ht cars buflt by the road, and

dosl .7




